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Summer Girl Number Next Week 


We’ve marshalled into next week’s Puck all the pretty summer 
girls we knew, and a bevy of beauty they make! Werner has 
caught one for his cover, “The Hesitation Before the Dip.” Read 
has snared another for his unusually interesting double-page in color, 
while Rose O’Neill is again represented with one of her inimitable 
drawings of “kiddies.” In the matter of text, we have been par- 
er fortunate in obtaining a first-rate yarn by Stephen Leacock, 
as well as a short story by Bert Leston Taylor, celebrated as 
«B. L. T.,” the column conductor of the Chicago Tribune. Van 
Buren, whose pastorals have charmed our readers for several weeks 
ast, is with us again next week with a truly characteristic half-page ; 
in fact, all the Puck favorites have united in giving the cesar a 
genuine summer girl flavor. 


Puck Secures Pan-American Paintings 


Puck’s representative has just returned from the Pan-American 
Exposition at San Francisco, where reproduction rights were ob- 
tained for six of the most notable canvasses exhibited in the Fine 
Arts Building. Under the direction of John E. D. Trask, of the 
Pennsylvania Academy of Fine Arts, there has been assembled at 
the Exposition one of the most comprehensive collections of con- 
temporary art ever shown in this country. With Mr. Trask’s co- 
operation, Puck was able to secure three notable tong wg) ame 
“Odalisque” by Robert Henri, “The Hand Glass” by Raymond 
P. R. Neilson, and “The Young Mother” by Mary Curtis nidhioton. 
Of the other pictures secured for early reproduction in Puck, 
“O’Fado,” by Malhoa, of Portugal, is particularly noteworthy in 
that it was awarded the gold om at the International Exposition 
held last year at Buenos Ayres. Italy is represented with a canvas 
by Lionne, and France with a splendid piece of color by Gardier. 

In spite of the rigid blockade of German ports, Puck 
continues to receive occasional plates from Munich. These and 
the canvasses already described are all scheduled for early publica- 
tion. A dollar expended in a three months’ trial subscription will 
cover the most attractive succession of numbers we ose yet 
planned. This is an especially desirable method of insuring the 
regular arrival of Puck during the summer season. 


Contents of this Number 


IN PICTURE 
COVER DESIGN—“ GET A BOARD” - - Harry Morse Meyers 
CARTOONS .- - - - : ° - Hy Mayer, Nelson Greene 
THE ESSENCE OF HOSPITALITY - - - - F. W. Read 
A STITCH IN TIME  - - - : : ~ - Christine Herter 
“CLEAN-UP WEEK” - - - - - - - Nelson Greene 
HYMAYEROGLYPHICS - - - - - - - Hy Mayer 
THE BADGE OF KNOWLEDGE - - - - - F. W. Read 
AN ARGUMENT FOR PEACE - : - - - From a Photo 
TURKISH TYPES - - - ? - - Baron De Mayer 
IN TEXT 
SPRAGUE HENNERBY, Scientific Detective - Ellis Parker Butler 
Clustrated by Nelson Greene) 
THE CLIMBERS - - ° > . - - - B.L. Taylor 
INDUSTRIAL REVIVAL - : ° : - Simeon Strunsky 
THE SEVEN ARTS - (illustrated by C. B. Falls) - James Huneker 
THE NEWS IN RIME - (illustrated by Merle Johnson) - Dana Burnet 


THE LATE MR. CANARY Uiilustrated by the author) Helen Smith-Dayton 
THE PUPPET SHOP _ (lilustrated by Ralph Barton) George Jean Nathan 


Copyright, 1915 (Trade-Mark Kegistered), by Puck Publishing Corporation, in the United States and Great Britain 


Published Every Monday (dated the following Saturday) 
Puck PuBLISHING CoRPORATION, 295-309 LAFAYETTE St., New YorK 


LONDON: 6 Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, W. C. 
Editor, A. H. FOLWELL General Manager, FOSTER GILROY Contributing Editor, HY MAYER 








N Puck is mailed to subscribers at $5.00 per year, or $2.50 for six 
ote: months. Canadian subscriptions, $6.00 per year, $3.00 for six 
: months; Foreign, $6.50 per year, $3.25 for six months. All com- 
munications should be addressed to the Puck Publishing Corporation. Puck will 
use its best care with MSS., but cannot be held responsible for their loss. MSS. 
sent in by mail should be accompanied by a self-addressed and stamped envelope 
or wrapper, otherwise they cannot be returned. Puck’s contents are fully  pro- 
tected copyright and must not be reprinted without permission. Puck is on 
Sale in Europe at the various branches of the International News Co., and_ the 
Atlas Publishing and Distributing Co.; Brentano’s, Paris; Wm. Dawson & Sons 
and W. H. Smith & Sons, London; Hachette et Cie, Paris, and Basle, Lausanne 
and Geneva, Switzerland. 


























‘You Eat Bread 


Made of part of the wheat. 
Puffed Wheat is whole wheat, and 
four times as porous. For serving 
in milk, imagine how much better 
are these bubbles of whole grain. 
And how much more delicious. 





Because toasting aids digestion. 
But toast gets little toasting. Puffed 
Wheat and Rice, before the grains f 
are exploded, are rolled for one 
hour in 550 degrees of heat. 





Puffed Grains are crisper, flak- 
ier, and they have enticing flavor. 
Again, they are whole grains made 
wholly digestible. Don’t you think 
them better for a bedtime dish in 
milk? Or for wafers in your soups? 


You Eat Nuts 


Puffed Wheat and Rice taste 
like nut-meats toasted. They are 
porous, yet crisp. They are better 
in candy—better as garnish for 
ice cream. And better, doused 
with melted butter, for hungry 
children to carry when at play. 











Puffed Wheat, 12c Att 
Puffed Rice, 15c PUFFS 


Except in Extreme West 











Think of these as all-day 
fuods, not morning foods alone. 
Think of them as titbits, too. 


Served with sugar and cream 





they are luxuries, or mixed 
with the morning fruit. But 
they are also confections, to be eaten dry. They are wonderful 
in milk. Between meals or at bedtime there is nothing else so fit. 


For these grains are steam exploded. Every food cell is 
broken by Prof. Anderson's process. They do not tax the 
stomach. Every atom feeds. 


They are ideal foods—the best you'll find—both for good- 
ness and for good. In summertime keep plenty of each on 
hand. Everybody wants them. 


The Quaker Oats @mpany 


Sole Makers 








In writing to advertisers, please say *‘I saw it in Gan” 
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A MAN AT LAST IN GEORGIA 


“The mob can come and tear me to pieces, but I will know that I have done what should be 
done to follow the right and uphold the honor of Georgia and the office I hold.””—Governor Slaton. 


All credit to Governor Slaton of Geor- 
gia. His was a noble stand by his con- 
science and by his convictions against the 
clamor of prejudice and public opinion. 

Close upon the news of the commuting 
of Frank’s sentence came news of rioting 
in the streets of Atlanta, of the same mob 
spirit that has so often resulted in crimes 
that are a stain upon Georgia’s record. 

The fight for the vindication of Leo M. 
Frank has not ended; and even with his 
acquittal — and his ultimate acquittal is 
only a matter of time — the fight for 
decency in Georgia will only have begun. 
This fight for decency will not end until 
low-lived slanderers without moral char- 
acter, without public spirit, are run out of 


the State of Georgia. The fight will not 
be won until men like Thomas Watson, 
the very embodiment of the beast in 
looks, manners and conduct, are re- 
moved from any influence upon the public 
sentiment of the community. This crea- 
ture, whose private conduct is such that 
we cannot describe it in our pages, will be 
further exposed as our probe goes deeper. 


But so much we can now Say: it is 
not the State of Georgia, which pro- 
duces fine men, real heroes like Gov- 
ernor Slaton, that is to blame for the 
injustice that has been done, but it is 
the presence in Georgia in positions of 
influence of reprobates like Thomas Wat- 
son, of men who like Thomas Watson 


properiy belong in jail or in exile, of men 
who like Thomas Watson have no place 
in an America of decency, of liberty and 
of mutual self-respect. 


A community that does not oust men 
of this type is only inviting injustice and 
mob rule. Every State has good and bad 
in it, and Georgia as well as any other 
State deserves to be judged by the best 
that it has produced — men of the type 
of Governor Slaton. But it behooves the 
Georgia that has lifted to the high posi- 
tion of Governor a really big man, a man 
of honor, to go a step farther and rid 
itself of the scoundrels who throw mud 
by their actions not only upon themselves 
but upon their community and their State. 





























“What Fools These Mortals Be!” 
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The Oldest Humorous Publication 
in America — and the Newest 
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GRINAGRAMS 


One of T.R.’s sons has been fined for speed- 
ing his auto. Bully, by George! Only ‘‘ weak- 
lings’’ and ‘physical cowards” drive slowly. 


¥ 


In the State of Ohio, a writer informs us, 
there are 5,000 remains of an ancient civiliza- 
tion. And it doesn’t stop at Ohio. Indiana, let 
us not forget, has the Hon. Charles Warren 
Fairbanks. . 

- 


A realization of the meaning of war does not 
come in the same way to all persons. For 
instance, the 1,000,000 gallon shortage of the 
Scotch whiskey crop will bring it home to men 
who were totally indifferent to the destruction 
of cathedrals. 

¥ 

Rats in this country eat up every year foodstuffs worth 
$100,000,000. -The U. S. Health Service. 

An opportunity for the Mighty Hunter. 


- 


Raisuli, the Moroccan pretender, has just had 
another “‘ narrow escape from death.’’ This, if 
we are not mistaken, makes his total score up 
to date: Narrow escapes, 136; deaths (uncon- 
firmed) 79; deaths (confirmed) 24. 





THE GOOSE STEP 
“Everybody's Doing It, Doing It, Doing It!” 


** Thirty Galions in His Tank,” says a headline. 
No, gentle reader, it is not a Monday morning 
police court item. It is a sober description of a 
receptacle for gasoline, printed on the auto- 
mobile pages. 

5 


At one of the British detention camps in 
Germany, the prisoners have a golf club, a 
course having been laid out. This will make 
Civil War vets gasp. Imagine a golf club and 
course at, say, Andersonville! 


5 


Dr. Wiley suggests that women drop lap-dogs 
and take up babies. ‘‘They would fill a wo- 
man’s lap and heart,”’ he says, “‘much better 
than any dog.” Yes, but in the summertime 
it would not be so easy to leave them at some- 
body’s kennels to be fed and cared for until 
September. They can do that with a dog. 


¥ 


For his first bit of writing, Richard Harding 
Davis received a check for a dollar and fifteen 
cents. ‘I have received larger checks since 
then,” he says, ‘“‘but the biggest one nevér 
gave me the thrill that that one did.” If 
Richard is out after thrills, we will cheerfully 
promise him a check for a dollar and ten cents 
for any manuscript he may care to send to us. 


Henry Ford is to build a hospital for patients 
of moderate means, hospitals now being for the 
poor or the rich. Henry might also institute 
garages for car-owners of moderate means, 
operating them on a “profit-sharing’’ basis. 
There is nothing like being practical in one’s 
philanthropy. 

. a 


In describing President Wilson’s wedding gift 
to Miss Genevieve Clark, the esteemed Sun 
announced that “the compotes have a fitted 
glass dish that can be used for serving candles 
or fruit.” Candies! The impression at once 
gathered is that the bride has Laplandish tastes. 
Or perhaps it is that Mr. Reick ran out of lower 
case i’s. 

- 


The bath-tub of the Hon. William H. Taft 
overflowed conspicuously when the Ex-Presi- 
dent stepped into it the other day. We believe 
it was a bath-tub which enabled Archimedes to 
tumble to the law of displacement, but why did 
it have to be Archimedes? Why could it not 
have been reserved for William H. Taft to make 
the discovery? He would have looked much 
more picturesque than ever Archimedes did, 
running through the public streets and crying, 
“Eureka! Eureka!’ Science missed a great 
chance, a great chance. 
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“WELL, WELL, IT SEEMS THAT I AM DEAD AGAIN!” 
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By ELLIS PARKER BUTLER 





SPRAGUE HENNERBY, SCIENTIFIC DETECTIVE 





Illustrated by NELSON GREENE 











“*What is the matter, Mrs. Griggs?”’ asked Sprague Hennerby as he 
opened our door and admitted a young woman who gave three gasps and 
collapsed on the plush sofa. 

‘It’s —it’s about Henry,” she cried, uncollapsing a little. She was the 
wife of Henry Griggs, the millionaire; one of the swell set. Sprague was 
instantly alert. When a case concerned a millionaire he was always able 
to use a lot of his wonderful scientific apparatus. 

** Nothing serious, I hope?” said Sprague, trying to conceal his joy. 

“ He’s dead,”’ said Mrs. Griggs, turning her beautiful eyes on Sprague, 
** but that’s nothing much. Everyone dies sometime. I’m afraid he was 
murdered.”’ 

**You have no idea of anything that weighed on his mind? Nothing 
that would lead him to take his own life?”’ asked Sprague. 

“Nothing,” said Mrs. Griggs. 

The door opened and a man put his head inside. 

“‘Oh, you’re here!’’ he said, and then seeing Sprague, he tried to 
withdraw so hastily that he shut the door on his neck. Sprague leaped to 
his apparatus rack and jerked down a replica of Thorwaldsen’s lately in- 
vented facio-tictacometer. Quickly he took measurements of the intruder’s 
facial angles, length of nose, width of brow, and so on. 

“Forty-seven and six-eighths,” he said, rapidly computing the aver- 
age. ‘The Coptic scientist, Thorwaldsen, has recently discovered that the 
average of the measurements of the human face are alike in no two cases. 
Mine average fifty-five and seven-sixteenths. Walter’s average twenty- 
two and one-fourth, but he’s a regular mutt. When I wish to identify this 
intruder again I have only to find a man with a facial average of forty- 
seven and six-eighths. But to make sure I will apply the Ptszoff-Meuller 
test.”’ 

With rapid movements Sprague took a carbon copy of the end of the 
intruder’s nose. 

Professors Ptszoff and Meuller have recently discovered that the ends 
of no two human being’s noses make the same carbon copy,” said Sprague. 
“Thus, if I wish to know this man’s name I have only to supply the police 
with his facial average and this carbon print of his nose, and in time they 
will hunt him up and advise me.” 

**Why can’t you ask him now, Sprague?”’ I asked. 

“*Shush!”’ he said disdainfully. ‘‘Don’t you know I am a scientific 
detective?” 

“Why, that’s Billy Biddle- 
comb!” said Mrs. Griggs, impet- 
uously. 

“There!” said Sprague. ‘‘Now 
you’ve gone and spoiled every- 
thing. For two cents I wouldn’t 
take the case. What's the use of 
having a Thorwaldsen facio-tictac- 
ometer if you’re going to tell me 
everything? I might as well not 
know about it. Hereafter please 
know only what I ask you and be 
densely ignorant about everything 
else. Hey, Walter?” 

“Quite right,” I said. Experi- 
ence had taught me to be densely 
stupid where Sprague wanted me 
to be. 

Billy Biddlecomb had managed 
to get his head out of the ajarness 
of the door. We heard him fall 
downstairs. 

**Walter,”’ said Sprague to me, 
**go and find Inspector Druss and 
have him bring me a full history of 
Billy Biddlecomb’s life— here, at 
one o’clock.”’ 

I started. 

“* Wait,” said Hennerby. ‘You'll 
want to know what the mystery is, 
so you can be dumbfounded when 
I solve it. Now, Mrs. Griggs, what 
was suspicious about your hus- 
band’s death?” 

“‘Nothing,” she said promptly. 
** that’s what jars me.” 


Just then Mr. Griggs sat up on 
the billiard table ° 





**Where was he found?”’ 

“On — on the billiard 
table,’”’ she said, reluctantly, 
I thought. 

“And nothing sus- 
picious?”’ asked Sprague. 
Under his piercing glance 
she seemed to quail. It was 
the open season for quail. 
Had it been the open season 
for duck she might have 
ducked. Society women ob- 
serve the conventions. 

“ Nothing but ”” she faltered. 

*“‘But what?” asked Hennerby 
sternly. 

“*A slight trace of carbon in 
one of his ears,’’ she replied with a 
shudder. 

“Come, Walter,’’ said Sprague. 
Luckily I had time to telephone Inspector Druss while Sprague was getting 
his apparatus together. There were three van loads of it. Some was 
strapped on top of the vans. Sprague carried a part in his lap and sat 
with one of the drivers. 

When we reached the Griggs mansion we found Billy Biddlecomb in 
the parlor sewing a band of crape around his hat. Mrs. Griggs imme- 
diately entered the parlor and kissed him fondly. She took a chair oppo- 
site him. Ignoring this Sprague took a large square box and nailed it 
hastily to the back of the chair in which Billy Biddlecomb sat. He nailed 
another to the back of the chair in which Mrs. Griggs was seated, begging 
her pardon politely when a nail went into her shoulder. From these boxes 
he ran wires over the chandelier, out of the front window, across the 
street, down three blocks, across the street again, back to the house, in 
at the kitchen window, into the billiard room. Here he nailed a third 
large box on the wall and covered it with a Turkish towel. The door 
between the billiard room and the parlor was open. The voices of Mrs. 
Griggs and Billy Biddlecomb came to us clearly. 

** Close the door,” said Sprague, 
*“*I want to hear what they are 









Quickly he took measurements of 
the intruder’s facial angles 


PS. ' saying.” 


I did so, and looked at the 
Turkish towel curiously. 

“You wonder what that is, 
Walter? It’s the O’Flannery Talk- 
ophone. With this I can hear 
almost perfectly what is said in the 
next room.” 

He let me listen, with my ear 
close to the Turkish towel. It was 
true. I could hear. 

**Wonderful!”’ I said. ‘But 
you could hear much better with- 
out this if you left the door open.”’ 

**That wouldn’t be scientific,’’ 
said Sprague, lightly. ‘‘It is much 
more mysterious to hear over a 
wire six blocks long. Now we will 
look at the corpse.”’ 

I had forgotten the corpse. It 
lay on the billiard table. Hennerby 
bent down and looked at the ear. 
He removed a speck of black from 
it and folded it ina scrap of white 
paper. This he put in his vest 
pock-t. He looked at the nose of 
the late Mr. Griggs. 

**Walter,”’ he said, “‘have the 
men bring in the thermo-pultostat 
and the alternating dipsometer. 
Wait! Have them bring also the 
speedometer and the thermometer 
and the barometer. And the rheo- 
stat and the zeitung-stat and the 
umpalagoogustat. And anything 














THE ESSENCE OF HOSPITALITY 


HUSBAND: This is your work, Maude. Can’t we have a few friends in to dinner without it getting in the fool society columnh? 
WIFE (astonished) : Why, what in the world do you suppose | invited them for? 


else they have. Also a carburetor and two spark-plugs and a Remsen coil. 
And, Walter, ten gallons of gasoline.” 

**Nothing else?” 

“‘Oh, anything-stat and anything-ometer they have in the vans,” he 
said carelessly. 

The machinery was brought in and set up in the billiard room. Sprague 
attached wires to the electric light plugs and started the machinery. For 
half an hour he explained the machinery to me. Then he told me that 
perogastic acid when combined with the alkali of the booda-booda berry 
produces a salt that when dipped in chloride of bi-sulphide of zinc produces 
a state of coma resembling the effect of perogastic acid when taken alone. 
By this time the machinery was all in operation. Sprague attached six wires 
to the billiard table and another to the cue rack. The telephone bell rang. 

“This is Druss—Inspector Druss,”’ said a voice. ‘I’ve looked up 
Billy Biddlecomb. He used to be in love with the woman who is now Mrs. 
Griggs. He’s in the gasoline business.” 

When I repeated this to Sprague he smiled. He took the paper con- 
taining the black soot from his pocket and examined it with a microscope. 

**Gasoline carbon,” he said. ‘‘It is as I thought. Call the guilty pair.” 

I called Mrs. Griggs and Billy Biddlecomb. Sprague sat them in 
chairs facing the billiard table and attached the clasps of one of Metchni- 
koff’s pulsometers to their wrists. 

“If you are guilty your pulse will beat when I tell you how you com- 
mitted the murder,” he said. ‘‘It will register dots on this chart.”’ 

“‘Oh, piffie!’’ said Billy Biddlecomb, forgetting that Sprague had 
taken his facial average. Sprague naturally ignored the remark. 

** Walter,” he said, ‘‘be ready to seize them when the chart registers 
a pulse beat. Mrs. Griggs and you, Billy Biddlecomb, did your best to 
hide this outrageous crime, but you did not count upon the marvels of 
modern day science. You did not count upon me having a knowledge of 


~I 


the Hornaby Automobileoscope, a recent invention for testing the troubles 
of automobiles. As soon as I knew carbon had been found on the ear of 
the corpse I brought my Automobileoscope and I have been testing the 
corpse. Walter, this is one of the most fiendish crimes of the age. Some- 
time last night this guilty pair filled Mr. Griggs with gasoline and, having 
him stupefied, attached a Remsen coil and a carburetor to him, put a 
spark plug in his mouth, and—as I may say—cranked him up. The ex- 
plosions began at once and continued regularly for a while, but the falling 
barometer made the gas mixture in the carburetor too strong and he back- 
fired through his ears. That accounts for the trace of carbon! found there.” 

The pulsometer showed that the pulses of the pair were beating. 

“You thought,”’ said Sprague, accusingly, ‘‘ the poor victim would ex- 
plode gradually into eternity but you overlooked one thing that modern 
science does not overlook. If you had arranged to have lubricating oil in 
due proportion jntroduced into Mr. Griggs the gasoline would not have 
carbonized in his ears when he back-fired. This you overlooked and you 
stand accused! You are guilty of the murder of this man. I denounce you!”’ 

There is no doubt that the guilty pair would have been properly 
electrocuted but for one unfortunate occurrence. Just then Mr. Griggs 
sat up on the billiard table. He sat up and yawned. 

**Hello, folks! What’s the party for?” he said, and then he put his 
hand to his head. “‘Such a headache!” he exclaimed. “Such a good 
time I must have had last night, and I can’t remember a place I went after 
the seven high-balls at Jake’s!”’ 

I thought Sprague would be disconcerted. He was not. He turned 
to me and smiled calmly. ‘‘ You will notice, Walter,”’ he said, “‘that by 
attaching the wires of Dingleberry’s latest electro-therapeutic discometer 
to the legs of the billiard table and throwing seventeen volts through the 
corpse I have removed the carbon from his system.” 

“*Yes,”’ I said wonderingly, ‘‘I notice.” 


























From the Annual Exhibition, 
National Academy, New York 


A STITCH IN TIME 

















THE CLIMBERS 


When Jack and Jill were wedded they 
Were seemingly content 

With what, in a less gilded day, 
Was called a “‘ tenement.”’ 


Jack’s modest weekly wage was raised 
From ten to twelve; whereat 

Ambition’s tiny spark upblazed— 
They moved into a “ flat.”’ 


Jack soon was marching with the van; 
No money cares perplexed. 
Ambition blazed still higher. An 
“‘ Apartment”’ housed them next. 


But this, in turn, was voted slow, 
Not quite the proper sort. 

They wanted something better, so 
They shifted to a “ Court.” 


Which for a time did very well, 
But soon it lost its charms. 

They yearned for something extra swell, 
And found it in an “‘ Arms.”’ 


Now, one would think that by this time 
They'd be content. Somehow 
They're not, but still are on the climb. 
They live in “‘Chambers’’ now. 
—Bert Leston Taylor. 
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A GHASTLY FEAR 


MRS. STRONGMIND: Henry, I want you to 
come straight home as soon as you leave the 
office, every day! You were twenty minutes 
late yesterday, and it gave me quite a shock. 
HENRY: Y-Yes, Henrietta. But you didn’t 
think I’d been run over by a car, did you? 
MRS. STRONGMIND: No; but how was I to 
know that somebody wasn’t holding you for 
ransom ? 


WOMAN’S TACT 
REVEREND GASSINGTON: Honestly, Miss 
Deering, do you think my sermons are too long? 


MISS DEERING: Oh, dear, no! I merely think 
that life is too short. 


THE DIFFERENCE 
LITTLE CLARENCE: Pa, what is the difference 
between a professional and an amateur? 


MR. CALLIPERS: Why, one does it because he 
has to, and the other because he doesn’t have to. 


AN EARLIER BIRD 
CITY BOARDER: I suppose you’re up with the 
lark? 
FARMER: Before that. I have to git the hired 
man up with the lark. 


AT THE PARTY 
CLARENCE COONLEY: What’s yo’ goin’ to 
cook, Miss Mokington ? 

MISS MOKINGTON: A Welsh rabbit. 


CLARENCE COONLEY (eagerly): Would it be 
askin’ too much, Miss Mokington, to save de 
left hind-foot fo’ yo’s sincerely? 


AFTER THE HOLIDAY 
MAMMA (reprovingly): Gertie, did you tumble 
into bed without saying your prayers? 


GERTIE: Mamma! You see, I ’spected I’d be 
pretty tired to-night, so I said an encore after 
my prayers this morning. 


> 


Christianity is widely regarded as an excel- 
lent thing to practice when convenient. 
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“CLEAN-UP WEEK” 


THE IDEAL SPOT 


**Well, have you found a good place to spend 
the summer yet?” 

** Oh, great! I’ve had it in mind for some time. 
Large rooms, high ceilings, lots of windows, 
plenty of air.” 

“Fine! Any conveniences ?’’ 

“IT should say so. Hot and cold running water, 
open plumbing, porcelain bath-tub, shower-bath, 
gas and electric light; everything complete.” 

“‘That’s immense. You’re in luck. Know any- 
thing about the table?’’ 

“‘ The best ever. Fine meats, fresh vegetables 
and fruits, bully desserts; all you want to eat. 
No kick coming at all.’’ 

**Gee whiz, old man; you make me envious. 
What do you have to pay for all this?” 

“Well, it’s not exactly what you’d call cheap, 
but it’s reasonable when you consider what a 
lot some people pay for a very little in the 
summer season.”’ 

“‘That’s true; I know what it cost me up in a 
fierce joint in the mountains last year. Where- 
abouts in the country is this heavenly place? 
I'd like to engage board there myself.” 

“Oh, it isn’t anywheres in the country. I 
didn’t say it was, did 1? We’re going to stay in 
the city this summer—in our own home.”’ 
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PARTNERS 


The Stork built his nest in the Poet’s chimney. 

“For, as you know,”’ quoth the fowl, “‘the 
Poet and I are partners in business! ”’ 

Now, we marveled much how this could be. 

“Why, don’t you see,”’ explained the Stork, 
divining our perplexity, “‘he writes mostly for 
posterity, and posterity is what I—er—that 
is——” 

Here the Stork became much embarrassed, 
observing for the first time that there were 
ladies present. 


AN EXACTING PUBLIC 


**Yes,”’ said the suburbanite, ‘* our volunteer 
fire department is being a good deai criticized 
for that last run. Yes! Our people fail to see 
why the members should not make a fire sub- 
stantially as quickly as they make the 7:05 
train mornings.” 


ALL ARRANGED 


“Your typewriter-girl didn’t leave when you 
cut her salary down?” 

*“‘No. She said she’d stay and not do so 
much work; that she had a lot of books she 
wanted to read, anyway.”’ 











"EXCUSE ME, WHOS AHEAD, (M NEARSIGHTED.” 
“VELL, I VOULD SAY DAT CHICAGO VINS BY 
TEN MILLION ONE HUNDRED UND ONE.” 





ue A FAIRY TALE - 
THE SLEEPING BEAUTY (PEACE) AND THE COMING OF THE PRINCE (FATHER TIME) 







EVERY BODY'S DOING \T- 
“HOW'S BUSINESS IN YOUR NOODLE FACTORY Now?’ 
‘FINE! You SEE WERE USING OUR MACHINERY To MAKE 
WAR meee 4 Now.” 


BARGARISM : “GET OFF THE EARTH, 
MARS, YOURE TOO NICE.” 
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By SIMEON Ap 


INDUSTRIAL REVIVAL 


BATTLE CREEK, July 1.—Contracts for shrap- 
nel to the amount of $5,000,000 have been 
placed by the Russian Government with the 
Dessicated Oats Company of this city, and the 
shares of the corporation have gone up forty 
points on the Stock Exchange. Officers of the 
company declare that the first shipment to 
Europe will be made within a fortnight, as com- 
paratively slight changes in the company’s ten 
acre plant in the outskirts of this city will be 
necessary. High-precision lathes for the shap- 
ing of the shell-casings are now being installed; 
for the production of the shrapnel contents, the 
present machinery is entirely adequate. 
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ROCHESTER, July 2.— The French Govern- 
ment is in active negotiation with the Neverblot 
Fountain Pen Company of this city for the pro- 
duction of ten million dollars’ worth of machine 
guns and hand-grenades. In the manufacture 
of the automatic field-gun, a high degree of 
precision is of the utmost importance. Thatis 
why the French Government has turned to the 
makers of the Neverblot, the most perfect pen 
on the market. As its name indicates, it never 
floods, especially when carried in the pocket of 
a light summer suit; but by an ingenious gyro- 
scope arrangement a whistle is sounded a few 
moments before the ink in the pen is exhausted. 
Not only that, but the Neverbliot is the only pen 
on the market the cap of which never sticks and 
demands to be unscrewed by being taken firmly 
between the teeth. It also has automatic de- 
vices against being mislaid, and when borrowed 
by a friend it acts through an ingenious pinion 
arrangement upon the conscience of the bor- 
rower, who has frequently been known to re- 
turn the pen by parcel post. Negotiations have 
been somewhat protracted because of the re- 
luctance of the company to abandon the manu- 
facture of its pens, which have been in extra- 
ordinary demand from war correspondents, 
letter-writers to the newspapers of Irish birth 
who cannot help expressing their admiration for 
the land of Goethe and Immanuel Kant, letter- 
writers of pre-Revolutionary American ancestry 
who think it served the Lusitania right, members 
of the Piping Rock Club who have joined the 
American ambulance in Paris in preference to 
polo, authors of books on the influence of 
Treitschke on the present war, military experts, 
and others. The Neverblot Company was only 
persuaded to abandon the production of foun- 
tain pens for shrapnel by the consideration of 
its duty to humanity and to the Stars and Stripes 
as the fiag of a neutral nation. 


New YORK, July 5.—Large war orders of a 
miscellaneous nature have been placed by the 
British Government with Robert W. Chambers 
and Jack London, Inc. Since the prime require- 
ment of the Allies is a never-failing source of 
munitions of all kinds, the heads of the British 
War Office have naturally addressed themselves 
to aconcern which enjoys a unique reputation 
for sustained productivity-during the last fifteen 
years. In spite of the panic and financial de- 
press'on, Mexican troubles, and the peril of com- 
plications in the Far East, Chambers & London, 
Inc., formed by the amalgamation of the Robert 
W. Chambers Society Mills and the Jack London 
Primitive Development Company, show an 
increasing output from year to year and by the 


Qnrow 


installation of a large number of high-powered 
dictographs are now in a position to meet any 
demand_upon their resources. The heavy shells 
for mortars and siege guns will be turned out 
at the Londor. plant and the requirements for 
shrapnel and burning fluids of various kinds will 
be chiefly met at the Chambers Mills. The 
facility with which the Chambers concern before 
this has turned from the production of romance 
to problem novels, to sex, to adventure, to high 
life, to low comedy, is a guarantee that no diffi- 
culty will be experienced in turning the machin- 
ery of the company to the latest demands. 


PHILADELPHIA, July 7.—It is stated here on 
the most unimpeachable authority that the 
Italian Government, which has placed contracts 
for war supplies in this country to the amount 
of fifty million dollars, has secured the services 
of the Rev. William A. Sunday as its chief 
supervising officer. It is a position which calls 
for business talents of the first order, with ex- 
pert technical training. Mr. Sunday’s financial 
ability is beyond cavil. He is a master of high 
explosives and of minor varieties of hot stuff. 
As our leading authority on Hell, he is ipso 
facto our most eminent war expert. There is no 
definite statement with regard to Mr. Sunday’s 
terms with the Italian Government, but the gen- 
eral impression is that his contract calls for an 
elaborately furnished suite of rooms at the 
leading hotels of Bethlehem, Pittsburgh, Detroit, 
and Wilmington, where his efforts will be chiefly 
concentrated, the expenses of his personal 
staff, including a private New Thought preacher 
who will give Mr. Sunday a half hour’s moral 
stimulation at the end of a day’s hard work, 
and the cost of the ammunition expended by 





every Italian field-battery and rifie during the 
last week of the war. 


NEW YORK, July 8.—Rumors that the Inter- 
borough Rapid Transit Company has converted 
half its cars into munition wagons for the Jap- 
anese Government have not been confirmed, 
but are based entirely on traffic conditions in 
the Subway. 

¥ 


WITH SCOTTISH ACCENT 


NEW SHADE: Mercy! Is there always such 
extremely hideous wailing and gnashing of teeth? 
SATAN: By no means! You happen to have 
arrived during the mixed foursomes of the Glen 
Hades Golf Club! 


HE KNEW 


LITTLE LEMUEL (who has stumbled over an 
unaccustomed word in reading): Uncle Jotham, 
what is a subsidy ? 

FARMER FLINTROCK: It’s the money that the 
Gov’ment gives ye if you are rich. 


MODEST 


MR. JOHNSING: So yo’ want to marry mah 
daughtah, eh? What am yo’ prospects? 
THE SUITOR: Weill, I ain’t got no title to lib 
up to. 

- 


The only drawback to the Millennium 
will be that folks will not be 
able to enjoy each other’s troubles. 


THE BADGE OF KNOWLEDGE 


“Does Freddie understand women?” 
“I shouldn’t wonder! He’s getting awfully grey!” 














AN ARGUMEX 


Snapshot in Belgium 5 
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yium Bere the Advent of War 




















The It is within the range of prob- 

ability that each succeeding dec- 
New ade will create its own version of 
“Trilby” “Trilby.” As is the case with 
“‘Hamiet,”’ critics will dispute the 
various ‘“‘readings”’ of the title-role, and come 
to blows — in print — over the interpretations of 
that sinister scoundrel, Svengali. (I prefer “‘ can- 
ister’ to sinister; as a “portmanteau word” 
it connotes both canny and sinister. I invented 
it long before Alice and the Jabberwock. 
Children are veritable wordsmiths, and Svengali 
is certainly -“‘canned” dramatic soup.) Du 
Maurier’s novel has no longer its old vogue, but 
Paul Potter’s play seems perennial. I was pres- 
ent at the premiere in the Garden Theatre 
twenty years ago, and I mildly wondered over 
the cyclonic enthusiasm of that historic first- 
night. I still wonder, for the play, as comedy, 
or drama, or melodrama, is feeble as to skeletal 
formation, sentimental, and absurdly theatrical in 
feeling. Yet it is “‘ Trilby,’’ and, no doubt, immor- 
tal in its appeal to theatre-goers, who are the 
least critical of mankind. As some old drawer or 
cabinet yields up its odor of violets or lavender 
or musk, and sets gently whirring the cerebral 
mechanism of sweet, almost vanished memories, 
so a “Trilby” performance evokes a past, 
when we. were young and romantic—so ro- 
mantic; when “ Traviata’? was lovely music, 


and Rotten Row, with its Dundreary swells— . 


QOuida’s languid guardsmen—were set forth in 
Punch by the inimitable Du Maurier; when 
Victoria the Good sat on her throne, and 
Thackeray was still writing—the Victorian period, 
not, by any means, the most negligible in art 
and literature and life. With his ingrained gallic 
romanticism, Du Maurier attempted in his 
“Trilby”’ a recrudescence of Henri Murger, 
most impossible, most delightful of the Latin 
Quarter poets—for ‘‘ Vie de Boheme”’ is a poem, 
despite its prose, the poetry of youth feasting 
at the banquet of golden dreams without a sou 
to pay his entrance fee. A devotion to Thack- 
eray, and Du Maurier’s own keen satire, best ex- 
pressed in his drawings, lent wings to a common- 
place story. ‘‘ Trilby’’ became the fashion. Her 
original creator—in an exquisite tale—Charles 
Nodier, would have gasped to see his elusive 
fay transposed to the robust key of a Left Bank 
studio model, a strapping daughter of an Irish 
barmaid (wasn’t Trilby O’Ferral’s mother 
Irish?). Nevertheless, the pictures are better 
than the story, charming as it is — now a trifle 
stale, though still exhaling the perfume of the 
“days that are no more.” (See the tear in my 
left, or Celtic eye, Alanna!) 


I missed the first revival in 1908 (7), but 
determined to see the recent one at the Shubert 
Theatre, and then put it off so long that I only 
achieved the last matinee but one. As I entered 
the darkened auditorium, a familiar drawil— 
with its nasal nuance of Pennsylvania—told me 
that Taffy-Burr McIntosh was saying things to 
the Laird. Already an old friend. But the 
Laird wasn’t—he is now, for a better Scot than 
George MacFarlane would be hard to find, and 
a rollicking singer in the bargain. Wilton Lack- 
aye cheered me up; his Svengali is unique. 
He has polished away the lurid melodramatic 
edges, and his portrayal is now a finished one. 
I saw Herbert Tree (formerly of the tribe of 
Beerbohms, but now a baronet) in London, but 
he failed to convince me, as did, and still does, 
Mr. Lackaye. The character is a marvellous 
conglomeration of the Wandering Jew, the 
Polish Jew, Zamiel in “Der Freischutz,”’ Fagan, 
in “‘ Oliver Twist,”” and a score of other hollow 
villains whose whiskers are potent engines of 
moral destruction. Any policeman, without 


imagination, would arrest him at sight. The 
theme of hypnotism was comparatively novel 


= 


a te 


lr ae ie po ee 


je 


— 


ee 











when Du Maurier fashioned his humbug musi- 
cian; nowadays, the true mesmerist of female 
voices is the operatic impresario with a real 
check book. Sing, sweet bird, and I'll pay you 
a thousand dollars a night! And the bird 
sweetly sings. So would a crow if it got the 
offer—which occasionally it does. 


The Trilby to whom old theatre- Changes 
goers will always be faithful is in the 
Virginia Harned. When we pass 
away into the vast inane our Cast 
children may boast of Phyllis Neil- 
son-Terry, but sweet Virginia suffices now for 
our memory. She did not possess the necessary 
physical inches of Trilby as pictured by Du 
Maurier, but she had the requisite artistic 
stature, and that Miss Terry has not; not yet. 
However, I don’t propose to criticize the present 
incumbent because she is not Virginia Harned. 
Miss Terry is the ideal Trilby in appearance, a 
daughter of the gods, divinely tall and fair. 
**Non Angli, sed Angeli,”’ as a certain pope said 
of some English captives at Rome. Yes, she is a 
perfect example of the so-called Anglo-Saxon 
type; her hair of gold, her eyes a bit of blue 
sky, and in her mouth pearls, her cheeks roses— 
Victor Hugo wrote this of the English girl. 
The young actress reminds one of a big, loose- 
jointed Newfoundland. She flops all over the 
shop in the most ‘joyous juvenile fashion. She 
is handsome, without being distinguished, and 
she sings with facility, yet not altogether 
artistically. From her capacious bosom you 
expect a rich gorgeous contralto, like Clara 
Butt’s; instead, comes a light, very high, agree- 
able soprano, well-placed. Now, I contend that 
Trilby had a contralto nature., At the Garden 
Theatre, the magnificent contralto organ of 
Mary Louise Clary pealed out the banal meas- 
ures of ‘‘Ben Bolt.’”” (Don’t you remember ?) 
But Phyllis Neilson-Terry is a lovely apparition, 
and you can’t demand artistic maturity from 
such engaging youth. She will age fast enough. 
(And I think she would be more successful in 
comic opera.) Let us enjoy the savor and sweet- 
ness of her personality. (Even her majestic toes 
are appealing — and I must manfully resist the 
temptation of writing tosie-wosies.) As to the 
psychology of the character, deponent saith 
naught. Trilby is such an imbecile that it is 
difficult to take her seriously. What she does is 
under compulsion; she is not a free agent; 
without will-power, consequently not a sympa- 
thetic dramatic puppet. I saw two well- 
known suffragists in the audience, and during 
an entr’acte asked them if Trilby had any 
modern significance, for I was puzzled at their 
apparent interest. The answer was overwhelm- 
ing: ‘* Certainly, Trilby has modern significance; 
she is the symbol of woman’s subjection through 
the evil arts of man—Svengali.”” (Oh, Lackaye, 
wherefore art thou Svengali?) That explanation 
quite bowled me over. I heartily commend it to 
the only Toxen Worm as an experienced press 
instigator. It would make a grand headline. 


When Leo Ditrichstein made [eo the 
his entrance there was—as two 
decades ago—a salvo of applause. Graceful 
Out of a few fragments of speech Mr. Ditrich- 
stein has built up a viable character; even in 
that dreary, empty third act he fills the picture 
with his ‘‘O la-la-la, la, la, lal’? And he wears 
his evening clothes like a live duke. The death 
scene of Svengali still thrills; it would thrill 
over on Third Avenue, and, in saying this, I 
utter a compliment to the actor, for the East 
Side is eminently critical in the matter of 
foot-light deaths. Trilby’s final flop was like 
the fall of a sackful of potatoes. Miss Terry 
sounds very heavy at that juncture. I 
don’t wonder she died, for that Svengali 
(Continued on page 20) 
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TURKISH TYPES CAUGHT BY THE CAMERA 


The photographs on this page were made in Turkey by Baron De the upper right-hand corner represents an old Dervish. These are the type 
Meyer, the famous artist, shortly before the outbreak of the war. of men of inextricably compound race and origin which Germany is trying 
The Fruit Vendor (lower left-hand corner) and the Knife Vendor (lower to weld into an army to defend Turkey in Europe. 
right-hand corner) are types of the merchants of the streets. The figure in The aristocrat of the streets portrayed in the center will be a familiar 
the upper left-hand corner represents a typical street beggar. The figure in figure to anyone who has travelled in the East. 





* THE NEWSINRIME 


Verses by DANA BURNET Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 


Sir Bryan, of the silver tongue, — 
Whose job is painless preaching, 
Now plans to run the commonwealth 

By independent speeching. 
Sir Woodrow, on the other hand, 
Still clings to his vocation, 
The public mind 
Is quite resigned, 
And we're a jolly nation. 


The suffragettes have found a way 
Much better than the mallet— 
They sit in sombre silences 
And will themselves the ballot. 
The City asked the Wall Street clerks 
If they were feeling healthy; 
Lord Asquith sighs 
For war supplies, 
And Uncle Sam grows wealthy. 


Banana-eating tournaments 
Are popular this season ; 
P. Villa asked his enemies 
To lend an ear to reason. 
A Boston man was viciously 
Assaulted by a rooster; 
Dame Fashion says 
To wear a fez, 
And China wants a booster. 








Our Anthony has lost a sprig 
From off his crown of laurels; 
No more the stern Comstockian eye 
Will guard our postal morals. 
New York may soon be called upon 
To rearrange her traffic; 
Sir Taft wants peace 
By world police, 
And wasn’t June seraphic? 





Americans in Germany 
Are busy with their packing ; 
A doctor’s bill was introduced 
To keep the quacks from quacking. 
Mt. Lassen spouted tons of mud 
On California’s kirtle ; 
The passport trade 
Fell off a shade, 
And Turkey’s turning turtle. 


Herr Bernard Dernburg loves us still, 
Though forced by Fate to leave us— 
Oh, should he ne’er return again 
How deeply it would grieve us! 
The Championship of Mexico 
Was claimed by V. Carranza; 
The latest job 
For Baron Schwab 
Has proved a neat bonanza. 


A bald spot is the symbol of 
A very solemn thinker ; 
The daisy, says a scientist, 
Is quite a heavy drinker. 
The Oracle of Oyster Bay 
Is turning Democratic ; 
Von Kluck, alas, 
Is using gas, 
And aren’t the Braves erratic? 
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On a bamboo easel in the 
parlor at Mrs. Canary’s 
boarding-house stands a 
large, gold-framed crayon 
enlargement of the late Mr. 
Canary. Even Mrs. Crib- 
bage had never been able 


THE LATE MR. CANARY 


Written and Illustrated (from Clay Models) by Helena Smith-Dayton 


But it developed that Mr. 
Canary was a man con- 
cerned with greater affairs 
than the conducting of even 
a transcendent boarding- 
house. 


“Just think, Samuel,” 





to find out what malady 


whispered Mrs. Cribbage 








carried him off, but other 
details about his superior 
qualities and attractiveness 
were freely furnished by 
the landlady. 

Now, wouldn’t you have 
been surprised, one evening, 
on coming home to Mrs. 
Canary’s, to have been way- 
laid by Mrs. Cribbage with 
this: ‘‘ You’d never be able 
to guess in the wide world 
who’s here, so I'll tell you 
—Mr. Canary! He came 
around noon. He wasn’t 
dead at all. It seems he had 
one of those knocks in the 
head that make folks forget 
who they are—and then, 
sometimes years after, they 
get another knock and re- 
member. Romantic, hain’t 
it?” 

The romance and mystery 
of Mr. Canary’s return af- 
fected everybody. A king 
returned to his kingdom, 
Mrs. Canary seemed con- 
tent to become a _ rosy 
shadow, a clinging vine that 
had recovered her oak. 

“It'll be. nice to have a 
man at the head of things,” 
whispered Mrs. Cribbage to 
Mrs. Binney at the dinner 
table. ‘‘ Perhaps things will 
improve now.” 

“If he’s come back rich 
Mrs. Canary will sell out, 
probably,” Mrs. Binney 
whispered back. 

Before the end of the 
meal, the rumor had trav- 
eled around the table that 
Mrs. Canary was going to 
“sell out” right away. 
However, later, in the parlor, 
where everyone gathered 
to honor the occasion, Mr. 
Canary made a reassuring 
little speech. 

*“‘Mrs. Canary and my- 
self,””’ he began, standing 
beside the landlady, ‘‘ have 
talked over our immediate 
future. In many ways it 
seems a pity to break up 








Mr. Canary made a reassuring little speech 


to her husband, “of the 
money-making opportuni- 
ties there are and “you 
pegging away at that office 
for a mere nothing! Mr. 
Canary seems such an awful 
nice man, he’ll let you in on 
some of those deals.” 

*“*He’d let me in all 
right!’ said Samuel grimly. 

**And all it needs,”’ Mr. 
Canary was saying, “‘is a 
little capital to develop it. 
You see the people who 
have it now——”’ 

“About how much is 
needed?” Andrew Binney 
questioned eagerly. 

Mr. Canary’s answer, 
however, was lost upon Mr. 
Binney, for at that moment 
his wife hissed in his ear: 
**Andy Binney, you hain’t 
got any money to throw 
away on wild-cat schemes !”’ 
| Miss Quince and Dave 
Hemisphere, of all the 
household, were the only 
optimists unhampered by 
wet blankets, and they came 
to hang upon every word 
uttered by that harbinger 
of good investments, Mr. 
Richard Canary. The three 
became inseparable. Up in 
Dave’s room, every even- 
ing, they gathered to talk 
over their prospective deals 
and prospective profits. 

Gradually, Mrs. Canary 
began tc lose her holiday 
Ig0k. The man in the 
white coat disappeared and 
there seemed to be a 
sudden, strange familiarity 
about the menu. Simul- 
taneously with the disap- 
pearance of the white- 
coated personage, Mr. 
Canary became indeed an 
active person in the affairs 
of the boarding-house. 

“*Must have more exer- 
cise,”” he explained, when 
Mr. Dorkins, the new 
boarder, came upon Mr. 
Canary one morning as he 








such a happy household, 

inasmuch as varied business 

interests will keep me in this city for an indefinite time. And Mrs. Canary, 
accustomed as she is to sort of a semi-public life, would not be content to 
settle down just yet. Of course I shall relieve her of all responsibility and 
worry. For a time it will amuse me to conduct this establishment on a 
proper scale. For one thing, I shall do the marketing. Then there will be 
a man in a white coat to answer the door and do those things now done 
by a neighborhood man-of-all-work.”’ 

“Mr. Canary always did put a lot of style into anything he under- 
took,”” Mrs. Canary remarked, with an admiring upward glance. 

Those who returned home the following evening had to look at the 
number to convince themselves that it was the right house. At every 
window were boxes of glowing geraniums. The dingy brown doorway 
had received a first coat of glossy white paint. A strange colored man in 
a white coat opened the door before a key had been fitted to the keyhole. 
At dinner he embarrassed everybody by serving. And it was ‘“‘some 
dinner !’’ everyone agreed. 


was putting out the ash cans. 

“IT just knew from the 

first,’’ boasted Mrs. Binney to the group collected in Mrs. Cribbage’s room, 
“that all that big talk of his didn’t amount to a hill of beans! I told Andy so.” 

Gertie Golightly glanced at Miss Quince and Dave Hemisphere as she said: 
**Well, no man with a chin like Dick Canary’s could ever sell me anything!” 

**Oh,”” said Dave Hemisphere, ‘‘I hadn’t any serious intention of putting 
up any money. They have to show your Uncle Dave before he comes across !”" 

“‘Why——’”’ began Miss Quince, turning accusing eyes on Dave. 

Even his trim appearance at the table could not restore the former 
prestige of Mr. Canary, after-it leaked out that he was on an allowance of 
twenty-five cents a day for tobacco. 

“*Why doesn’t he get a regular job?” Alfred Colt demanded. 

And so things drifted for a while in the Canary family. Then one fine 
day Mr. Canary disappeared. It really wasn’t noticed for twodays. When 
finally questioned as to his absence, Mrs. Canary explained airily: ‘“‘Oh— 
large business interests have called Mr. Canary away.” 

**Guess he got another knock in the head!”’ observed Mrs. Cribbage. 








Motive Power of American Humor 


191 1.—The B. and O. 

1912.—The Erie. 

1913.—The Joy Line. 

1914.—The New York, New Haven and Hartford. 
1915.—The Ford. 


The Drama League of America.— A society 
organized to encourage good plays by bad 
lectures. ® 


In all parts of the country, so-called “little 
theatres’’ are springing up. What is a “‘little 
theatre,” you ask? 
= A “‘little theatre,” 
[ A. — then, is a theatre 
; A.C that contains only 
two hundred and 
ninety-nine seats, 
= as opposed to an 
average of one 
thousand one hun- 
dred seats in a full- 
sized theatre, which 
are empty at most 
performances. 


* 


Who says the 
American drama is 
not in ‘a solid con- 
dition; that it has 
not a_ substantial 
basis; that it is not 

possessed of power 
and strength? Who? Let him answer to me. 
Here I’ve been going diligently to the Winter 
Garden and the New Amsterdam Roof for 
months, patiently ready to glimpse any fact to 
the contrary, and not once has the runway or 
glass promenade busted and dropped a good- 
looker into my lap! 
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One-night Stands.—So called because they’ll 
Stand for Broadway shows for just one night. 





By GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


The Technique of Amour 


Berlitz Lessons in the Difficult Dalsarte of Sure- 


' Fire Love-Making as Deduced from the Local 


Stage Demonstrations of Matinee Idols 


I 
The William Courtenay System 


Move No. 1.—Stand erect. 

Move No. 2.—Glance apprehensively to right 
and left. 

Move No, 3.—Take quick step toward lady. 

Move No. 4.—Seize lady’s hand. 

Move No. 5.—Glance apprehensively to left and 
right. 

Move No. 6.—Drop lady’s hand. 

Move No. 7.—Take quick step away from lady, 

and 
Evident Result: The lady is yours! 


ee 
The Robert Edeson Method 
Move No. 1.—Put on fancy pair of shoes. 
Move No. 2.—Put hands in coat pockets. 


Move No. 3.—Frown, 
and 


Evident Result: The lady is yours! 


Ill 
The Arnold Daly System 


Move No. 1.—Walk brusquely up to lady. 
Move No. 2.—Walk brusquely away from lady. 
Move No. 3.—Walk brusquely up again. 
Move No. 4.—Walk brusquely away again. 
Move No. 5.—Walk brusquely up again. 
Move No. 6.—Walk brusquely away again. 
Move No. 7.—Walk brusquely up again, 

and 
Evident Result: The lady is yours! 


IV 
The Arthur Aldridge System 


Move No. 1.—Approach the lady. 

Move No. 2.—Throw out stomach, 
and 

Evident Result: The lady is yours! 
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Puppet Shop 









Drawings by RALPH BARTON 


Russian Dramatist.—One who, walking through a cemetery, fails to see the flowers on the graves. 
American Dramatist.—One who, walking through a cemetery, fails to see the graves under the flowers. 


Scenery 


The Scene Described in the Playwright’s 
Manuscript 


A simple, homely sitting-room in a little 
New England farmhouse. At back, two small 
windows. At upper right, a rickety bookcase. 
At lower right, a rusty stove with pipe extending 
up through wall. Left, a couple of battered 
chairs and a cheap wooden table. Faded wall- 
paper, with conspicuous rain stains and cracks. 


The Scene Disclosed to the First-night Audience 
by the Manager 


The hall of audience in the Castle of the King 
of Caronia. (Used in 1913 for Act II of the 
manager’s ill-fated production of ‘‘ Queering the 


Queen.’’) 
* 


The Ziegfeld “ Follies.’’—The “* body ”’ impolitic. 


> 


One or two New York theatrical managers 
have recently displayed a disposition to exclude 
from their theatres the dramatic critics. Fine! 
Now the public will 
be able thoroughly 
to enjoy poor plays 
without feeling so 
darned _ self-con- 
scious. 


* 





The hand that 
rocks the cradle 
rules the— drama. 


* 
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“The Dancer and the King”’ 


The Art of the Moving Picture Play 


Excerpts From Synopses of Various Moving Picture Plots, Selected 
at Random from the Dramatic Mirror of April 14 


7 


I 
A chemist is continually quarrelling with his nephew. In the excite- 
ment of an experiment he spills some poison on a dresser and later, mak- 
ing a sandwich on the same place. . . .—‘*‘ The Old Chemist”’ (Majestic). 


II 
~ A policeman sees Bat Dorgan, a gangster, maltreating a girl and, run- 
ning to the rescue, finds that it is his own daughter. Losing his temper, he 
manhandles the gangster. . . .—‘‘The Tattooed Hand” (Kalem). 


Ill 

A miser leaves his ail to his niece. When she arrives on the ranch, 
the cowboys help her to get a start in life. . . .—‘*Getting a Start in 
Life’’ (Selig). 

IV , 

The story deals with a poet, a care-free, happy child of nature. . . 
—**The Poet of the Peaks’’ (American). 

Vv . 

Her first employer proves to be a would-be seducer and the girl is 
lucky to be able to rush from the room leaving her pocketbook behind. 
The next year, the girl marries her next boss, then the other man (the 
would-be seducer) comes back to prey, and finally, fo recover her pocket- 
book, she goes to see him. . . .—‘* The Only Way Out” (Ince). 


VI 
. an Egyptian mummy which comes down through the ages in the 
form of a scroll.—* The Unknown Country ”’ (Lubin). 


VII 
The plot uncovers the unexpected at every angle, as the daughter fiees 
rather than incur the further advances of the odious trapper.—‘* The 
Panther” (N. Y. M. P. Co.). 
VIII 
The dancer overhears plans, rides for aid and rescues the king with 
an occasional terpsichorean movement. . . .—‘*The Dancer and the King”’ 
(World Film Corporation). 
sd 
The Empty Boxes 


Effect.—On either side of the stage, a series of boxes may be seen. 
They are observed to be strangely empty. 
Explanation.— Two dollars and fifty cents a seat. 


> 


Mr. Edward Locke, who wrote ‘“‘The Bubble,” ‘‘ The Revolt,”’ and other 
reasons for the bad theatrical season, observed in a recent interview that 
he always writes his plays by artificial light because plays are always pro- 
duced by artificial light, and that, furthermore, he believed that this was the 
logical way to go about writing plays. Mr. Locke will therefore at least 
agree with his critics that inasmuch as people always go to bed in the 
dark, it is but logical that, when the lights go out in the auditorium and 
one of his plays gets under way, they should go to sleep. 


* 


American theatrical melodrama records reveal many successful collab- 
crating teams. From Belasco and De Mille down the long line to O’Higgins 
and Ford the catalogue discloses many couples who have achieved popu- 
larity in this form of playwriting. But the most successful, the most popular, 
the most fecund such team of dramatic collaborators America has known 
still remains Smith & Wesson. 
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Budweiser 


| THE DRINK OF 
YOUR FOREFATHERS 


REE generations of Amer 
icans have pronounced 
udweiser the king of all 
bottled beers. Its reputation is 
international. It sparkles with life- 
has a brilliant glow—seethes and 
bubbles with nutriment—is snappy, 
mild and inviting to the taste—the 
combined soul of American Barley 
and Saazer Hops—the cream of 
the harvest fields. Budweiser 
sales exceed any other beer by mil- 


lions of bottles, Visitors to St.Louis are courteously 


invited to inspect our plant=» 
covets 142 acres. 
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Club 
Cocktails 


Served by men whose hospitality 
is of national repute—on every 


occasion that demands a real 
cocktail. 


Because no hand-mixed drink 
could possibly approach the 
smoothness, the mellowness and 
the fragrance of these perfectly 
age aged in the wood cock- 
tails. 





All popular kinds—at your dealers 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 
Importers of the famous Brand’s A-1 Sauce 
B 
WHEN YOUR FEET ACHE 
From Corns, Bunions, Sore or Callous Spots, 


Blisters, New or tight shoes, try Allen’s Foot- 
Ease, the antiseptic powder to be shaken into 
the shoes. It will give instant relief to Tired, 
Aching, Swollen, Tender feet. It is the greatest 
comfort discovery of the age, Sold everywhere, 
zie. Don't accept any substitute, For FREE 
sample address, Allen 8. Olinsted, Le Roy, N.Y 
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Write eeeens 


ARMOOIA TED "ART STUDIOS Mort. M. Burger, Director 
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THE FAMILY SKELETON 


BLACK AND TAN (irritably): 
now! I’m terribly busy tracing up my family tree! 


Leave me alone—I! can’t see you 


ST. BERNARD: Humph! Bet a bone it’s mostly all bark! | 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott’s Bitters are appetiz- 
ing and healthful. Sample of bitters hd mail, 25 cts. in | 
stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore | 


The Seven Arts | 


(Continued from page 14) 


portrait on the wall would kill a cubist at forty feet. Could it be that the young | 
lady is fond of the succulent tuber that fattens! If so, then Marienbad 
looms in the distance. I forgot to compliment Mr. Lackaye on his imita- 


tion of a pianist and a conductor, though several times in the latter jest 


capacity his mesmerism must have given out, as his pupil sang both flat 
and sharp. Do you remember her mother, a glorious-looking English 
actress, Julia Neilson-Terry, who accompanied Mr. John Hare on his 
American tour years ago, and played Agnes Ebbsmith in Pinero’s ‘‘ No- 
torious Mrs. Ebbsmith,’’ I think, at the Knickerbocker? Her Rosalind, in 
** As You Like It,”” was once the rage, and, as Billy Thompson succinctly 
put it, she became the ‘‘ Chauncey Olcott of London.” The women went 
wild over her in male costume. She had divine legs. She reminded me’ | 
of Agnes Huntington, once upon a time, in the light opera, ‘‘Paul Jones.” | 
Mrs. Pat Campbell originated the role of Agnes Ebbsmith, with Julia Terry | 
as a distant second. There were so many strange faces in the cast of the 
new “Trilby,”’ that I have forgotten to speak of them. The original Little 
Billee I liked better than the present, because he was not only younger, | 
but he suggested the “‘greenness’”’ of the part. Burr McIntosh is stilla | 
tower of strength as Taffy. He has not aged at all, and his Dundreary 
“*weepers”’ are as patheticaliy drooping as of yore. He is a virtuoso | 
of the dumb-bells. Last, but not least, Rose Coghlan, a ‘“‘fine figure of a_ | 


“woman,” Rose, of ‘‘Diplomacy,”’ Rose, the sister of the peerless Charles 


Coghlan, and the heroine of a hundred successful plays, appeared in the 

insignificant part of a Parisian concierge—who never existed on sea or air 
or land—and invested it with her superabounding energy. She looked | 
hopelessly Celtic and handsome, and her accent smacked more of the 
gentle River Shannon than the Seine. Whocares! She is Rose Coghlan, 
and what more can we ask? In the studio romp—such a mythical studio— 
Miss Coghlan was younger than the youngest. An absence of high spirits 
has never been one of her failings. Cecil King, who staged the production, 
was a clergyman, an artistically-executed conception. The music, under 
Gustav Hinrichs, was appropriate, and the success of the revival was 
such as to make me wish that I owned the dramatic rights. Victor 
Herbert tells me that some years ago he wrote the music to a Trilby 
libretto, but, owing to legal complications, the work was never given. Cer- | 
tainly, the book would make a capital comic opera. Paul Potter, who | 
made the dramatic adaptation, is, I rejoice to say, still with us. He is a | 





clever technician, an experienced cosmopolitan, and a confirmed believer 
in giving the public what it wants—a little laughter, a little tears, and much 
suspense; in a word, the famous formula of Charles Reade. 
P. P. Consider the box-office trills and thrills of Trilby. 


¥ 


A dreamer is one who can only find his way by moonlight, and his 
punishment is that he sees the dawn before’ the rest of the world. 


: 
HIS WAY | 


FRIEND: Say, Clarence, how does yo’ manage to shave a gennerman 
what’s got de St. Vitus’ dance? 

BARBER: Hoh! Dat’s easy! I jess holds de razzah on his face an’ lets 
him fiddle his whiskers off to suit hisself. 


I agree with 
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Legs Straight? 


If not, our latest invention will muke 
them poems straight and trim: 


weight, Commended by tailors 
by men of fashion, by military, professional 
and business men everywhere. Sent on 
approval. Particulars mail scaled. 
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‘OUT WEST | GREAT TRIAL 






MAGAZINE Gp OFFER! 
Your Chance to Learn about 
| California, its Girent Fairs, 
“"| its business, Housekeeping, 
Sports,ete. Send 


25c.—Coin or Stamps—3 Mos. 
Regular Rate $1.50 a Year 


Send it Nowto 


The Out West Magazine 


Los Angeles, California 










July 27, 1820 


My mare cast a 
shoe on the way from 
town so I stopped ata 
smithy to have it set. 
I found a small Inn 
nearby and some excellent 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years’ 


It’s record has been above 
reproach for overacentury. A 
pure, enticing beverage, always 
uniform in quality. It’s good- 
ness is attested by its nation- 
wide popularity. Aged in 
charred oak barrels, bottled in 
bond. 

A. Overholt & Co., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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TERPSICHORE 


CHORUS OF MOOSE MEADOW GIRLS (to Uncle Abner, who has spent three days 
in New York): Oh, Uncle, now you can teach us all the latest dance steps, can’t you ? 


A teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. amelie of bitters 
by mail, 25 ets. in stamps. 

C. W. Abbott & Co. , Baltimore, Md. 


RED TAPE 


The breath of the wolf was hot and dread, 
But hope revived where it long had fled 
Sweet Charity heard her cry for bread. 
(Her sky was blue but the Tape was red.) 


Full were their coffers, to riches wed, 

Given by many whose hearts had bled, 

Given that starving ones might be fed. 

(The gold was yellow, but the Tape was red.) 


They had no loaf for her need, they said, 
They had to give with a careful head; 
They filed her name on a card instead. 
(Her sky was lead and the Tape was red.) 


They brought her dole when a month had sped, 
Brought food and help to her wretched bed; 
Being impatient, she lay there dead. 

(The crepe was black and the Tape was red.) 


5 
THE BUGLE GROWS CAUTIOUS 


**My boy,” said the editor of the Billsville Bugle to the new reporter, 
“you lack caution. You must learn not to state things as facts until they 
are proved facts—otherwise you are very apt to get us into libel suits. 
Do not say, ‘the cashier who stole the funds’; say ‘the cashier who is 
alleged to have stolen the funds.’ That’s all now, and—ah—turn in a 
stickful about that Second Ward Social last night.”’ 

Owing to an influx of visitors it was late in the afternoon before the 
genial editor of the Bugle caught a glimpse of the great family daily. 
Halfway down the social column his eyes lit on the following cautious 
paragraph: “It is rumored that a card party was given last evening to a 
number of reputed ladies of the Second Ward. Mrs. Smith, gossip says, 
was the hostess, and the festivities are reported to have continued until 
10.30 in the evening. It is alleged that the affair was a social function 
given to the ladies of the Second Ward Cinch Club, and that, with the 
exception of Mrs. James Bilwiliger, who says she comes from Leavits 
Junction, none but members were present. The reputed hostess insists 
that coffee and wafers alone were served as refreshments. The Smith 
woman claims to be the wife of John Smith, the so-called ‘Honest Shoe 
Man’ of 315 East State Street.” 

Shortly afterwards a whirling mass, claiming to be a reporter on the 
Bugle, flew fifteen feet into the street, and landed with what bystanders 
assert was a dull, sickening thud. 
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MURAD 


MURADS ARE IN SALES 


The Foremost High-Grade Cigarette 
in the World 
Far greater than any other 15 Cent cigaretie 
Far greater than any 20 Cent cigarette 
Far greater than all 25 Cent .cigarettes 


This NATION WIDE PREFERENCE 


FOR A FIFTEEN CENT CIGARETTE 
COULD NEVER BE MERE CHANCE. 
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Exclusive, Wonderful Taste of Pure Turkuwh 
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Can you afford not to try stom 
I, Mies fh 


FIFTEEN CENTS 
















- 
Tet the Buyer 


Beware 


isa merchandizing principle of the 
Admittedly, it has no 
place in this enlightened age ot 











dark ages. 


progress. 


Yet the light bottle brewers, by 
the warning on their case covers, 
say it is your concern, not theirs, 

keep their beer pure by pro- 


tecting it from light. 


Schlitz Protects the Purchaser 
and the Purity of Its Beer 














famous for half a century. The Brown 
Bottle offers the super-dreadnaught protec- 
tion to which you are entitled. 





Get Schlitz in Brown Bottles, and you have 
It’s all health- 


beer pure and wholesome. 
fulness. 





See that crown is 
branded “ Schlitz’’ 








Order a case today. & 


The BeerThat Made Milwaukee Famous 


Puck is printed by the Puck Press for the Puck Pus- 
LISHING CoRPORATION (Nathan Straus, Jr., President ; 
H. Grant Straus, Secretary and Treasurer), 301 Lafayette 
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SMOKE AND THE SUMMER GIRL 


What She Says to a Man With a Cigarette 

“Oh, what cute little cigarettes you have, and what a pretty silver 
cigarette-case! Honestly, if 1 wasn’t afraid some one would see me and 
tell I’d just love to puff one. Oh, they’re so tempting, I think I will, anyway. 
Oh, darn, here come some people, and they’re 
going to sit down right near us. Honestly, I think 
the cigarette is awfully graceful. I just love to 
watch a man smoke one; they burn so bright and 
the smoke goes up in such fantastic curls. And, 
oh, can you blow rings? I have a—oh, fine! I don’t 
see how you do it! You doit with your tongue, 
don’t you? Or is it with your lips? I don’t see 
why people should make such a fuss about cigar- 
ette-smoking, do you? Look how the Turks 
smoke, and they’re no worse for it. A man smokes 
the same kind of tobacco in one of those ridiculous 
little wooden pipes and nobody objects, but if he 
smokes it rolled up in white paper they call him 
a cigarette fiend. If I were a man, and anybody 
called me down for smoking cigarettes, I’d smoke them all the more, just 
for spite. I can’t bear to see a man smoking a big black cigar. It looks 
so ridiculous—just as if he had a section of stove-pipe stuck in his mouth. 
And a pipe is filthy—I know because I was watching one of the boarders 
clean his the other day. But I think a cigarette is becoming to a man— 
really and truly I do. I think it helps him to be graceful in his carriage, 
easy in his manners, and all that. And you have your monogram on all of 
your cigarettes, haven’t you? Isn’t that the cutest idea! Let me scratch 
a match and light one for you. There!” 





What She Says to a Man With a Cigar 


“Do I object to cigar smoke? No, indeed. Do I look like that kind of 
a girl? No, and you needn’t get away off to one side of me to smoke it, 
either. I just adore the smell of a good cigar, and I know enough about 
cigars to know that that’s a good one. I’ve got a girl friend whom the 
smoke of a cigar indoors makes deadly sick, or so she says, but I honestly 
think it’s nothing in the world but her imagination. I’d a good deal rather 
smell the smoke of a cigar than the smell of some kind of cooking any day 
in the week; and if I were married to a man who liked to smoke cigars, 
he wouldn’t have to give up the habit on my account, you may be sure. 
There’s something so—oh, I don’t know—so manly about cigar-smoking. 
It’s so different from other forms of smoking. I detest those miserable 
little cigarettes, and, as for a pipe, I think a pipe’s just horrible. What men 
can find that’s pleasant in hanging a rank old pipe to their lips all day is 
more than I can see. When you’ve smoked a cigar you throw it away, 
and that’s the end of it; but I’ve noticed pipe-smokers lots and lots of times 
just chewing and sucking on an empty pipe, and of all the nasty things I think 
that’s the limit. I’m awfully glad you don’t smoke a pipe. Oh, has your 
cigar gone out? Let me scratch the match and light it for you. There!’’ 


What She Says toa Man With a Pipe 

**Oh, do you smoke a pipe? How fine! I just lovea pipe. My mother 
and sisters can’t bear them, and every time my father smokes his they 
raise a row at home; but I think a pipe’s awfully nice. They’re so fragrant. 
I don’t wonder a man gets attached to one. I’m sure if I were a man I’d 
think almost as much of my pipe as I would of my dog or any other pet. 
Pipes are so intimate, they’re almost a part of a man; don’t you think so? 
A man looks so cozy and comfy smoking a pipe I don’t see how any 
woman could possibly have the heart to object, no matter where, he 
wanted to smoke. I’m sure if I were married to a man who liked to smoke 
a pipe I shouldn’t object. I’d encourage him in it; men don’t have much 


recreation after they’re married, goodness knows, and they’re entitled to . 


what pleasure they can get out of apipe. At least, that’s what I think. 
A cigar I don’t like, because it’s so oily and nasty after it’s been 
smoked for a little while, and cigarettes I simply detest. I don’t see how 
any real man can possibly put one of the horrid things in his mouth. The 
smell of a pipe is so different, particularly in the open air like this. Let 
me scratch the match and light it for you. There!” 


HAVE HEALTHY, STRONG, BEAUTIFUL EYES 
Oculists and Physicians used Murine oye Remedy many 
ears before it was offered as a Domestic Eye Medicine. 
urine is Still Compounded by Our Physicians and 
aranteed by them as a Reliable Relief for Eyes that 
eed Care. it in your Eyes and in peby's _ 
No Smarting---Just Eye Comfort. Buy Murine of your 
it---accept no Substitute, and if interested write 

for Book of the Eye Free. 
MURINE EVE REMEDY COMPANY, Chicago, Ill. 


THE FIRST 


When their first son was born, Adam is thought by some critics to have 
remarked, not without much acerbity: ‘‘Red hair! Wouldn’t that jar you?” 
“Well, I am not presenting you with any gold-headed Cains, if I know 


myself!’ retorted Eve, affecting indifference, albeit secretly mortified 
to death. 


Buow 
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When the old-fashioned type of magazine 
begins to pall, it is time to restore 
amity in the home by 
turning to 


A truly remarkable type of publication along entirely new and 
heretofore untried lines. It is unquestionably the biggest value ever 25 Cents 
produced to sell at 25 cents a copy. The summer number now on 


the stands contains 64 pages, i ing 20 in full color and 

16 pages in’ oat gravure. There ame ba else like i it in this aut. a Copy 

If your nc cannot supply you, write direct to the publishers. on all 
Puck Publishing Corporation News-stands 


301 Lafayette Street, New York City 




















Gray Gearless 


Detachable Row Boat Motor 
FITS ANY ROWBOAT 


More Power 2% H. P.—because it 


has greater cylinder dis- 
placement than any other portable marine 
motor of the same rating, and because less 
power is wasted between motor and the wheel. 


The Gray Gearless is made by a responsible and 
experienced Marine Engine building concern. 
There is service and responsibility behind it. 


_ The Gray Gearless is the lightest portable motor \ 
for its power on the market. The crank case is made 

ef aluminum. The main bearings are strong, long, 
liberal, and are interchangeable. This means long life. 
Bearings are easily renewable—in most other portable 
motors it would be necessary to buy a new machine 
when the bearings wear. Runs in either 
direction, 

The Flexible Shaft Drive is the strongest 

art of the motor. This transmission is the 
ig, strong, and mechanical feature. Made of 
Chrome Vanadium, heat treated; maximum 
strength, 250,000 Ibs. per square inch. 

All bevel gears are done away with; no 

wasted power from this source. The big, 
cumbersonie speed retarder, containing hubs 
are also dispensed with. 
The strong and smoother power of the wonderful Gray 
Gearless motor is transmitted to the propeller shaft by a wear- 
resisting Vanadium flexible drive shaft. Each one is tested to 
transmit 7 H. P. 

The propeller is the weedless type suitable for use in either 
fresh or salt water. No supporting projections, pinions and 
racks to catch weeds. The Gray Gearless is a race winner; 
it drives your boat faster than is possible with other portable 
boat motors. 


f This price includes the complete motor, read H 
‘Price F. 0. B. Detroit to attach and operate; also ignition equlsment, epee rd —— 


including high-grade spark plug and spark plu 
$55 00 protector, battery box, battery set, ipark eal locality to sell the Gray 
° and switch. Magneto, if desired, $10.00 extra. Gearless. Write today. 


Book of 172 Boats 
to Select From 


FIFTY LEADING BOAT BUILDERS have joined with the Gray Motor Co. 
in issuing a catalog of Specialized Boats—specialty of each concern from a 16 ft. 
fishing launch at $103.00 to a beautiful mahogany express runabout with every 
ingenious device that modern thought has pane ae in a boat, with a self-starting 
6-cylinder GRAY motor, complete in every detail for $2500.00—or a snug, safe, 
roomy little cruiser with all the comforts of a home—172 boats that you choose 
from. Write for this catalog today, sent free. We make it easy for you to find 
just the boat you want, at the price you want to a , and in the locality you wish 
to buy it in, with a GUARANTEED motor installed. 






























= 
Gray Marine Motors 
3 to 50 H. P. 1 to 6 Cylinder. 
You can have a 1915 guaranteed Gray Motor with all the new features in your boat for the 


least outlay of money. Complete line of 2 and 4 cycle motors, ‘There's a Gray for Every Boat.” 
Gray's are cheapest in the long run. Write for catalog. 


Grey a geen ats as Nor ye outfit (ready to ae 4 apdies sold oe as complete unit power 
install). e . P., single cylin- plants or hare engines. Price, and 
der, Model « 6,” sellsfor - - - $55 complete depending on eq . a $156 upwards 


GRAY MOTOR COMPANY, 644 Gray Motor Bldg., Detroit 
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WHY IS WAR NEWS? 


From the French War Office. — The War Office tonight admits that 
the French losses have been serious. It asserts, however, that the German 
casualties have been even greater. 

From the German War Office.—The War Office tonight admits that 
the German losses havc been serious. It asserts, however, that the French 
casualties have been even greater. 

From the Russian War Office.—The War Office admits that Russian 
losses have been serious. It asserts, however, that the Austro-German 
casualties have been even greater. 

From the Austrian War Office.—The War Office admits that the 
Austro-German losses have been serious. It asserts, however, that the 
Russian casualties have been even greater. 

From the Turkish War Office.—The War Office admits that the Turkish 
losses have been serious. It asserts, however, that the Allies’ casualties 
have been even greater. 

From the British War Office.—The War Office admits that the Allies’ 
losses have been serious. It asserts, however, that the—— 

Oh, what’s the use? You can read it all in to-morrow morning’s paper. 





SOOTHING THE CELEBRITY 


**I am requested, ladies and gentlemen,” suavely said Colonel Handy 
Polk, addressing the beauty and chivalry of Torpidville, in the Grand Old 
Commonwealth of Arkansas, assembled to enjoy the third in the Lyceum 
Course’s series of entertainments, ‘‘to introduce to you in a—er—h’m!— 
few well-chosen words, the distinguished gentleman who will—ah!—edify 
us upon this occasion, a man whom we all know so well by reputation, 
whose name is a household word from one bound of this broad land to the 
other, whose delicate satire has amused and entertained the whole nation, 
whose wealth of humor is the laughing link betwixt the North and South, 
and—er—ah!—well, I have now done so, and he will—er—er—now do so. 
Ladies and gentlemen, I thank you for—but, ah-h’m! (turning to the cel- 
ebrity)—by the way, what did you say your name was?”’ 


INCIDENTALS 


**This bill for your new frock is really a bit high,’’ observed the pluto- 
crat to his daughter. ‘‘Six thousand dollars is considerable to pay just for 
an auto suit.” 

**But, papa, the suit itself really is quite inexpensive. The most of 
that bill is for the trimmings.” 

** Trimmings ?”’ 

“Yes. I spent $5,200 for an auto of the right tint to match the suit.” 





IRRESISTIBLE 


SUMMER HOTEL PROPRIETOR: Gad! We never had so many men 
guests before. D’you suppose it was my advertisement of fine air that 
brought ’em? | 
HIS PARTNER: No; my advertisement of fine heiresses. 


WHERE THE IDEA ORIGINATED 
MRS. NEWLYWED: I saw a piece in the paper tonight that guage would 
feel better to go without breakfast. 
MR. NEWLYWED: H’m! Wonder which of our cooks wrote that? 


THE IDEAL NEWSPAPER 
Or, “‘Why Do They Print Such Things ?”’ 


A newspaper publisher, desiring to please his readers, asked for 
iggestions. 

**How can I make mine the ideal newspaper ?”’ he inquired. 

*“*Cut out the crimes, thé murders and the sensational divorce case 
reports,”’ said the nice people. 

**Cut out the accidents, the railroad and steamship disasters,’’ said the 
people who never read such things. 

**Cut out the politics,” said the old-fashioned woman. 
stand it, and haven’t time for it, anyway.” 

** Cut out the heavy stuff,’’ yawned the butterflies of both sexes. ‘‘ The 
ideal newspaper should be amusing and diverting.” 

*“Cut out the so-called funny pictures,” said the careful mother, 
‘Such pictures aren’t funny, and they’re bad, very bad, for children.” 

**Cut out the ponderous editorials,” snapped the man who merely | 
scans the headlines. ‘“‘Who reads ’em nowadays, anyway?” 


**I don’t under- 





“*Cut out the woman’s page,” said the strongminded female. ‘As a 
rule it is mushy, trashy and trivial, an insult to our sex.” 
‘*Cut out sports and theaters,”’ said the intellectual highbrow. ‘‘Both 


are demoralized, and both have received too much prominence altogether.” 
“‘Cut out——”’ began another, but the publisher interrupted. 
** Stop, all of you,” he cried. “On second thought, I have decided to 
cut out myself. It is no use trying to publish the ideal newspaper until I 


can come across the ideal reader.” 
Saying which, he shut up shop and went into the wholesale anchor 


business for a rest. \ 
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Men Who Put Big Things Across 


realize that appearance counts. They dress in the best clothes 
the city affords, but, being good business men, they the 
best at the store that charges them the lowest price r it. 


Here is a summer week-end selected from our best 


pment 
—and, remember, OUR BEST IS THE CITY’S BEST. 


HAT UNDERWEAR 
Simpson & Harvey's (Liverpool) White Lisle, spring-needle ribbed, 
comfort hat of Sennit straw with ven- athletic style combination suit, $1.48 


tilated, won't-blow-off band, $3.06 HOSE 

Pure White Silk, ... . 48e. 
SUIT 

Of Eureka Cool Cloth, the coolest 

material known, for which we are ex- 

clusive agents in Brooklyn. de in 


Norfolk model and washable, $9.50 


SCARF 
Regal Stay-Smooth with spiral - 
stitched lining which prevent curl- 
SE, a See es . . 48e. 


COLLAR 


Soft Arrow, 2 for 25e. 


SHIRT 
Of imported white pene Silk, 
: $2.65 


OF white buckakin, Oxford, 8 
with French Cuffs, white buckskin, ord, flat fore- 


part, white ivory sole and heel, $5.95 


Mail and Telephone Orders for these articles will 
be promptly and carefully filled. 


ABRAHAM »» STRAUS New vor 





i | 
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SHAHDUR CIGARETTES 


Mild and mellow as Starlight on Tropic Seas 


NEW SEASHORE PACKING FOR SUMMER 


20 large size perfectly made cigarettes 60 
Unaffected by Temperature or Atmosphere C 
1l6éa E. 28th St., N. Y. City 














All cigarettes mailed in plain packages 


TCHARIC SIMLEH & CO., Inc. 


























DO YOU DANCE? 


HTS is the book which mem- 
bers of New York’s “ 400” 
have adopted as the official guide 
to the newest modern dance steps 
accepted in the, most exclusive 
social circles. 


"ME GI IEE 
MODERN 
map NG 


It is written by the couple who 
first gave expression to the newer 
dances. It is the book that made 
“Castle House” famous. 


It is beautifully printed on heavy 
plate paper, consists of nearly 200 
pages, bound in ribbed cloth with 
art inlay, and is illustrated through- 
out with moving-picture films of every important step posed by Mr. |} 


ByMr and MRS. 
VERNON CASTLE 














and Mrs. Castle. The book sells regularly in bookstores at Pd 
$1.25 a copy. Pd 
4 
/ 
We have just 112 copies of this book remaining in stock, and Pd Buon 


to the first 112 readers of Puck who sign and return this ym Lafayete Se. 
. , New York 
coupon with $1.25, we will send one of these celebrated , 
books without further charge of any kind, and at the 7 Enclosed find $1.25, 
. . a ¢ for which you will please 
same time will enter their names for a Trial Three 


jf mae 2, ee 
Months’ Subscription to Puck. / _.my name for a ree Months’ 


/ Trial Subscription to 


/ 
This is the most liberal short-term offer / 
ever devised, and upon the depletion of 7 Name 
the books now in stock the offer will Pi 


be withdrawn. er Addrena 


4 
4 
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In writing to advertisers, 





please say 





“T saw it in Gun’ 





aware 
Oval 
Cake 


Sweet, clean and dainty,—the whitest and purest soap for toilet and bath 
use that carefully selected materials and expert soap- making skill can produce. 


Its rich, free lather—while cleansing thoroughly—is most soothing, agree- 
able and refreshing. The oval cake fits the hand naturally. Fairy Soap floats. 
It is wrapped in tissue and enclosed in a neat cardboard box. 


Fairy Soap—with all its purity, convenience and pleasing qualities—costs 
but 5 cents a cake, 





